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It’s just a step to the left
BY BONNIE V. HUCKINS AND GRACE V. REAMER
The Rocky Horror Picture Show
— this zany, low-budget piece of
celluloid has captivated the
imagination of millions across the
United States and is the basis for one
of the biggest cults ever to evolve
around a film.
Despite its unparalleled popularity
as an underground movie, many peo
ple involved in its half-decade of
mounting success claim The Rocky
Horror Picture Show fad is in a
major transitional period.
Since its release in 1975, the $1.2
million film has drawn its main
audience from the college crowd.
That homogenous group made Rocky
Horror a surprising money-maker
with midnight showings in over 200
theaters and an average net of
$250,000 per weekend in the United
States alone.
Lines now have shrunk and the
box office sells out only on August
anniversaries and Halloween. How
ever, the film now draws a new
audience — curious movie-goers who
missed Rocky Horror’s peak of
success.
Doug Dutton, Seattle’s Neptune
Theater manager, said the film always
draws about 300 to 500 spectators a
night, making enough money to war
rant continuation of the film with no
end in sight.
The Rocky Horror Picture Show ’s

rise from obscurity to cult status
seems quite a feat for a film with such
an unconventional story line. The
plot revolves around an innocent, allAmerican couple. Brad and Janet,
thrust into a bizarre encounter with
the bisexual transvestite. Dr. Frank
N. Furter, and his extraterrestrial
entourage from the planet
Transsexual.
This weird predicament develops
into an outrageous satire of RKO
horror flicks, rock ’n’ roll stereotypes
of the ’50s and ’60s, and the sexual
philandering of the ’70s. The unusual
scenario evokes the kind of fervent
audience responses not experienced
since the heyday of Vaudeville. Fans
cheer the hero, boo the narrator
(“Boring!”) and even rush the stage to
dance the “time warp” amid a shower
of projectiles.
A repertoire of witty responses to
nearly every line of the soundtrack
has developed over the years. As Dr.
Frank N. Furter sings “Whatever
happened to Fay Wray?” the
audience roars, “The monkey got
her!” Later, the notorious Furter
floats in a swimming pool atop an
S.S. Titanic life ring, and the crowd
bellows, “Waiter, there’s a transvest
ite in my soup!”
The film’s addiction also has
spread to fashion. Every weekend the
regulars pull on fish-net stockings.

sequinned corsets and high heels,
then paint their faces in the mode of
the movie’s leading characters.
Eighteen-year-old Donna Good
man, with her dark curls and sensu
ous smile, looks remarkably like Dr.
Frank N. Furter, and has been
appearing with a cast of regulars at
the Neptune for nearly a year.
The Seattle actress said she moved
to an apartment across the street
from the theater because Rocky Hor
ror had become such an important
part of her life. After 145 screenings
Goodman doesn’t find the film bor
ing. In fact, “If I don’t come, I really
miss it. I just can’t stop myself.’’
Props, of course, are essential to
enthusiastic spectators. Rice is
smuggled in to be thrown during a
wedding scene, toast is hurled at the
screen when Furter proposes “a
toast’’ and playing cards flutter
through the air with his melodramatic
line, “Dealing cards for sorrow, cards
for pain.”
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Some of that zeal is lacking now,
and cult dedication gradually has
been decreasing. Steve Norvell, ex
president of the now-defunct Rocky
Horror Fan Club of Tulsa, Okla.,
contrasted the frenzied devotion of
Tulsa “groupies” a year and a half
ago with the comparatively passive
1980 Seattle crowd.
“Everyone goes through a period of
getting tired of the movie,” Norvell
said. “After 120 times, you get
inundated.”
But the filming of a sequel, tenta
tively titled Shock Treatment, may
draw those “inundated” viewers back
to the theater. Adam Sargis, business
manager for the National Rocky
Horror Fan Club based in Philadel
phia, revealed that most of the origi
nal cast will appear in the new musi
cal that he describes as “going
through some changes, but it’s really
fresh now; good British rock.”
In addition, the flashy stage pro
duction of The Rocky Horror Picture

Show, which recently closed in Lon
don after a seven-year run, has re
opened in Boston and is scheduled to
embark on a nationwide tour.
The future commercial release of a
sequel may detract from the under

ground appeal of the original Rocky
Horror, but chances are a return to
the planet Transsexual will bring on a
whole new group of Furter lookalikes, and the cult just may be
revived. •
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Violent deaths in Bellingham force
a closer look at the problems of
the mentally ill
BY GLENDA CARING, MARK HIGGINS,
AND NINA McCORMICK
Bellingham “was a nightmare” to
Michael Redmon. Believing he was
“Jesus Christ, Himself,” he felt it was
his duty to clean the world of bad
people.
One Saturday morning last April,
Redmon surprised Western’s SAGA
coffee shop manager in his office.
Though he didn’t know Robert
Schlewitz, to Redmon, he was a “bad
person.”
Schlewitz’s body was discovered
later that morning, a bullet wound in
his head and hand, an appliance cord
wrapped around his neck.
The court determined Redmon
had killed Schlewitz. Judge Marshall
Forrest acquitted Redmon of the
crime by reason of insanity and
committed him to Western State
Hospital “for an indefinite length of
time.”
Although he had been evaluated
numerous times by mental health
officials and picked up by Bell
ingham and Western Washington
University police officers for minor
offenses, they failed to predict or
prevent his violent action last spring.
Lt. Chuck Page, of Western’s
Safety and Security, recalled two
instances of Redmon’s violencejust a
few days before he killed Schlewitz.
“The first involved a little boy,”
Page said, “who was about eight
years old. Redmon was playing bas
ketball with a group of kids when one
of the boys hit him (Redmon) in the
stomach. Redmon’s reaction was to
kick the child in the stomach.
“The second attack happened dur
ing a baseball game in Fairhaven
Park. Apparently Redmon walked
up to a man, and for no apparent
reason kicked him in the back,” Page
said.

Page considers Redmon a classic
case of society’s dilemma to treat or
place the mentally ill.
“1felt sorry for Mike from the start
because he wasn’t all there. It’s a cry
ing shame. His mother had, for years,
tried to get help for him. He had been
in and out of mental institutions all
his life. But he was an adult, so what
could anybody do?” he said.
In another incident illustrating this
dilemma, two years earlier, Rodney
Crenshaw was deported from Can
ada to Blaine. He had been convicted
of assault in British Columbia for
beating his wife Karen.
Crenshaw’s mother, fearing some
thing was wrong with her son, and
knowing of his history of mental
illness, flew from Texas to warn
authorities that Rodney might do
something violent.
“1 told the man Rodney was dan
gerous,” she said, as she recounted
the incident to a Bellingham Herald
reporter. “I begged and pleaded to do
something. But he said there was
nothing he could do until Rodney
committed a crime.”
That same day Rodney Crenshaw
stabbed his wife 29 times in a Blaine
motel room. He then left the room to
get an ax. In his taped confession, he
said that when he returned to the
motel his wife was still moving and
had tried to use the phone.
“I chopped her head off,” he
confessed.
« :|c 4c « ♦ :4c
“Disturbed people have civil rights
until they are harmful to themselves
or others,” Dr. Mort Davis, medical
director of Whatcom Counseling and
Psychiatric Clinic, explained.
“The rules are very strict about
committing a person,” he stressed.

“They have to be harmful to others
and the violence has to be right now.”
For years it had been relatively
easy for society to commit a person
to an institution “for an indetermi
nant amount of time,” explained
Alan Needier, Whatcom County
Involuntary Commitment Officer.
Prior to 1974, the year legislation
was passed amending previous men
tal health commitment laws, many
people were sent to Western and
Eastern State Hospitals who, while
believed to be mentally disturbed,
did not belong there.
“In fact, law suits are still pending
from people committed before 1974,
who were probably as normal as you
or me. One such guy was in Western
for nine years before they let him
out,” Needier said.
Under the present law. Needier
said, the procedures to commit
someone involuntarily are now
standardized, closly regulated, and
more humane.
If a person is picked up now by the
Bellingham police and presents a
likelihood of serious harm to others
or himself, or is gravely disabled, he
may be detained for a period of up to
72 hours.
At this time, the person’s mental
state is evaluated. Needier said this is
an attempt to find out what the per
son had done and what mental health
services he or she had been offered
previously.
If Needier or one of the four dep
uty commitment officers decides the
person should undergo further
observation, they have the power to
detain them.
In Bellingham, a second-story
room in St. Luke’s Hospital has been
established as the local emergency
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mental health unit. It is here that a environment is not conducive to get
court hearing may be held following ting well,” Needier said.
This new concept is not without
the 72-hour period.
The defendant, if he refuses treat problems. Needier is the first to
ment, will be provided with a local admit this.
“When you’re dealing with mental
attorney. Either a municipal or
superior court judge will preside. The illness, things are not always going to
judge will establish a treatment pro be black and white. Inevitably the
gram or may order the detention of mechanics of the program will not
an individual for up to 14 additional always work right. And there will
always be gray areas,” he said.
days for further evaluation.
If a person voluntarily checks him
Since Bellingham lacks the mental
health facilities to hold a person self in he can voluntarily check him
longer than three days, some people self out. Redmon had done just that
are sent to Western State Hospital in in March when he left St. Luke’s
Tacoma. Depending on the results of Hospital without the consent of his
further evaluation within the 14 days, doctor. Dr. Mort Davis.
“Predicting the behavior of an
the person may be held another 90
days. After that, evaluations call for individual is hard to do,” Davis said.
180-day periods of detention “for the “If I knew or could guess that Red
mon was going to do something vio
rest of their life,” Needier said.
However, Needier pointed out that lent, 1 could have prevented the
sending a person to Western usually crime. But you have to understand
is not the first choice. Instead, Bell our predictions have to be good
ingham’s mental health officials are enough to justify this fairly horrend
developing the concept of a “com ous act of taking away a person’s civil
munity psychiatric approach to men rights,” he said.
Davis said he treats up to 70
tal illness.”
“It’s an attempt to try and treat our patients a week, a typical workload
own. The state hospitals are over for the two public doctors in Bell
crowded, they’re too large and the ingham. A major percentage of his
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patients, 80 to 85 percent, are psy
chotic, he said.
Law enforcement officials are frus
trated with the new law as it stands.
“As police officers, our hands are
tied,” Page said. “A person must
demonstrate that they are an imme
diate threat to themselves or some
one else before we can do anything.”
Fred Nolte, Bellingham police
detective who worked in a joint effort
with Page in cracking the Redmon
case, agreed.
“We can offer no protection to the
community without proof that a
crime has been committed,” he said.
Captain Duane Skanks, a 20-year
veteran of the Bellingham police
department, said: “If you look back
on the most recent violent crimes in
Whatcom County—Crenshaw, Hul
sey, Bianchi, Redmon and Bracco—
they all involved persons experienc
ing mental problems.”
Citing the latest figures, Skanks
said the department handled 13
“mental cases” in September. Gener
ally, he said, it was the department’s
policy to avoid arresting “mentals.”
“We don’t have the facilities to
take care of mentals. Unless they

commit a crime, in which case we
must arrest them, we try and push
them towards another agency, when
ever possible,” Skanks said.
“I really feel that mentals are a
social problem rather than a law
enforcement problem. The trend is
toward releasing these people back
on the streets after only minimal
attention by Mental Health,” he said.
“The people of the state of
Washington said, ‘Hey, we don’t
want you to put these people in jail,
we don’t want you to take away their
civil rights’,” Nolte said.
“It’s fine that the courts and doc
tors release mentals back to society.
But they’re not the ones who have to
confront them the next day when
they have stopped taking their medi
cation,” Skanks said.
Prior to each murder, Redmon
and Crenshaw had failed to take
medication prescribed to them.
“If 1were to give a ‘normal’ person
20 to 25 milligrams of Thorazine (a
drug used to calm schizophrenics), I
could suggest to him that all of his
teeth should be removed and he
would probably agree,” Davis
explained. “I give prescriptions to

a substantial shift in the treatment of
the mentally ill, primarily to “drug
therapy.” It makes him uncomfort
able.
“I think of drug therapy as a short
term solution to a much bigger prob
lem. I find it particularly disturbing
that science is depending on the use
of heavy dosages of drugs to help
these people,” he said.
Forrest acknowledges the fact that
a substantial number of mental
patients take their medication and
can then “normally” function in a
community.
“What bothers me,” Forrest said,
“is that drug therapy represents a far
more serious problem.
“To encourage or foree an individ
ual to take these drugs—and we have
learned that some extremely unplea
sant side effects exist—represents a
substantial infringement of a per
son’s rights and freedom. Should we
be allowed to do this?” he said.
Forrest is also concerned that
mental health facilities, since they are
over-crowded, are tending to release
their patients, perhaps too soon.
He noted that in emptying the
mental hospitals it would only “fill
the streets and the jails.”
“This is happening now and it will
ultimately place a burden on
society,” he said.
Ronald Kleinknecht, director of
the psychology and counseling center
at Western Washington University,
who assisted in the research of the
Redmon case, said a number of
alternatives in the treatment and
placement of the mentally ill exist.
Halfway houses are one viable
alternative to the big institutions like
Western State Hospital. One such
house is being developed in
Bellingham.
“The problem is that if you whisk
these people off and lock them up,
you are really only providing custo
dial care rather than real help. They
get acclimated to the institutional

Judge Marshall Forrest, who sent
enced Redmon to Western State
Hospital and Crenshaw to life impri
sonment at Walla Walla State Peni
tentiary, said in the 30 years he has
lived in Whatcom County he has seen
some of my patients of up to 3,000
milligrams of Thorazine a day and
they’re still crawling the walls.”
environment, and they have no moti
vation to get back into society,” he
said.
Kleinknecht said the mental health
system in Bellingham has a chance to
grow with the population into a “very
workable system.”
Despite what he calls a rash of
senseless and bizarre murders in
Bellingham lately, Kleinknecht said,
“Show me any other system that
works better and I’ll be amazed. Of
the hundreds of people that are men
tally ill in Whatcom County, only a
fraction of them are ever involved in
any crime.”
But the question still remains,
especially in the wake of the Cren
shaw and Redmon cases, of how to
delicately balance a mentally dis
turbed person’s civil rights, and the
protection of the public.
“1 didn’t seek help,” Redmon told
a friend at Western State Hospital
recently, “1 was channeled into the
system.
“At the time of the incident I had
no money, 1was living on the street in
cold weather, 1 was hungry,” Red
mon lamented. “If 1 had just one
place where I could have gone to stop
and think—the incident would never
have happened.”
Mental health and law enforce
ment authorities cannot be expected
to prevent criminal behavior by men
tally ill persons. Clearly, these indi
viduals will not always have the
capabilities to seek help. Drug ther
apy, in itself, does not represent an
easy solution. Society must be aware
of the need to provide facilities to
house and monitor these individuals.
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BY JOHN KLICKER AND GLENDA CARING
eal Cox makes his living
creating “rubber necks” and
____ “belt buckles.” No, he’s not a
novelty toy maker, he’s a baker. And
rubber necks are what people in the
trade call maple bars, belt buckles are
twist donuts.
Three years ago Cox and his
brother Keith bought the landmark
bakery in Bellingham’s Fountain Dis
trict and in those three years Neal
Cox has accomplished not only a
reputable self-taught style of baking,
but he and his brother have main
tained a baking tradition in the Foun
tain District.
“We decided the first thing we were
going to do was remodel the place,”
Cox said. “We thought it would be
nice to continue the historic aspect of
the Fountain Bakery.”
They put in a checkerboard floor
and added some parlor chairs to
accentuate the “corner bakery”
atmosphere.
“Some friends of mine make
handmade stoneware plates and mugs

so we use those to add a touch of
originality,” Cox said.
The brothers added a sandwich bar
delicatessen, an “unexpected success,”
and changed the name to “The Old
Door Delicatessen.”
“A lot of people still know us as
the Fountain Bakery so we generally
go by the name of Fountain Bakery
and Old Door Delicatessen,” Neal
explained.
The Coxs are third generation
owners of a family bakery. The Foun
tain Bakery has been in business for
fifty years, establishing itself as a
quality bake shop. The combination
works, but only because Neal works
hard keeping the quality of the goods.
He goes to work at two a.m., six
nights a week and doesn’t stop baking
until he has met his donut eaters’
demands.
“We get about 1,200 people a day
coming through here. That usually
means I have to bake between 140 to
150 dozen donuts a night,” Neal said.
Neal starts off the morning by mix-

ing over 15 different kinds of ingre
dients to make a workable dough.
“I’ve spent a lot of time experi
menting with my dough in order to
come up with the right blend,” Neal
said. “I like to use the best flour I
can. I get my flour from the Fairhaven Cooperative mill,” he said. He
uses organically grown grain and
whole grain flour because “Now-adays it seems like a lot of people are
into organic foods.”
The flour, eggs and other ingre
dients are dumped into a huge mixing
bowl. He then adds the most vital
agent to the lifeless dough—the yeast.
“Yeast is a temperamental thing,”
he explained. “It has to be the right
climate or it just won’t rise properly.”
And properly risen dough makes
fluffy donuts, so Neal makes sure his
yeast culture gets “V.I.P.” treatment.
At 4 a.m., after the dough has been
mixed by a mixing machine, Neal sits
down to a warm cup of coffee and
waits for the dough to rise. He likes
to sit at a table facing the street.
Sometimes a lone car will pass by,
breaking the silence of a long quiet
morning.
“I enjoy working in the early morn
ing,” he said. “It’s a serene part of the
day and it seems like it takes less
effort to work at this time in the
morning.”
But two more hours remain before
he sees or talks to anyone and he
admits, “Sometimes it’s nice to work
by myself, but I always look forward
to opening.”
Once the dough has risen, Neal
punches his fist into the air-laden
blob and dumps it onto the table
where he divides it into five pound
loaves. Then comes the flurry of
kneading fingers and with the quick
strokes of a rolling pin, the dough is
flattened and ready for shaping.
A hand-cranked machine makes
the standard donut, but the apple frit
ters, bismarks, maple bars, twists,
butterflies and various other odd
shapes are Cox’s artistic
craftmanship.
Donuts aren’t all Neal Cox bakes.
He takes great pride in his other

baked goods. Bread is his favorite
thing to bake. Neal bakes six differ
ent kinds.
“Eventually I would like to make
seven different kinds, one for every
day of the week. I enjoy experiment
ing with bread,” he said.
“Sometimes people will ask me to
bake a bread which is designed to
meet a specific allergy they may have
toward a regular loaf of bread. That
usually means adding or subtracting
an ingredient or two and if 1 don’t
have a lot of orders for the day I’ll
usually bake it for them,” Neal said.
When five o’clock rolls around,
Neal’s glad to see a cheerful face
come through the front door. Cindy
Lawrence is the first to get to work.
She helps him with last minute prepa
rations before the big six a.m. crowd
comes in.
Marsha Llrness does the early
morning breakfast cooking and has
been working for the Coxs for the
three years they have owned the busi
ness. She says she likes her job.

“Neal’s a good person. He takes a
true interest in his employees and
helps as a counselor when we have
problems,” she said. “He also listens
to his customers and chats with them
when he gets a chance,” she said.
Many of the early crowd are old
patrons of the old Fountain Bakery.
Some have been coming in for a cou
ple of decades. Even at six in the
morning it is not uncommon to hear
people laughing, joking and having a
good time over coffee and donuts.
For Neal, the customers bring on a
sort of “natural high”—as more come
in, the faster he works.
“Our customers are real special to
us. Some have been coming in for
more than fifteen years. For a lot of
people it’s a place to socialize before
going to work. Some of the older
guys like to sit around and talk about
the old days. I like the idea of being
able to own a business which can
cater to these different needs,” Neal
said.
Neal and his brother would like to
open another bakery in a different
part of town, keeping the Fountain
Bakery their main store. Judging

from the success of their three-year
ownership they have a right to be
enthusiastic.
The customers are also enthusias
tic, especially about the freshly baked
donuts the bakery offers. Their big
gest problem is to choose from the
variety of goodies, the result of a lone
baker, Neal Cox, working in the wee
hours of the morning. •
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A multi-million dollar gamble,
alleged political payoffs, conflict of
interest and a mini-dictatorship —
It’s all in the run of a day when
you’re building North America’s
biggest and best ski resort.
BY LEiTA McIn t o s h
The silver and white brochure en
tices the globe-trotting ski bum and
ski bunny with its 14 chairlifts and
super-slopes with a vertical drop of
more than 4,000 feet.
A chic artist’s conception of this
“world destination resort” looks like
a fantasy island set-up, snow-bound:
Underground discos, condos with
Jacuzzis and the creme de la creme of
ski lodges—located right at the
convergence of all new runs and lifts.
The grand opening, according to the
brochure: December 1980.
But in early November the hamlet
90 miles north of Vancouver, B.C. is
a veritable mudpie of construction
workers, bulldozers and other
paraphernalia—a portrait of the
resort’s growing pains.
The massive project is far from
completion, and any resemblance
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between the embryonic townsite and
the brochure sketch seems coinci
dental. Still, the developers, with
their million-dollar investments, are
praying for that one essential ingre
dient—snow.
In late fall, however, the bare
mountains are wrapped in a pewtergray sky, it’s raining, and the new
resort town is buzzing as builders
scramble to nail down makeshift
roofs before the construction season
ends, and the ski season begins.
And the man who seems to have
the whole town in his hip pocket sits
at his desk in the new municipal
office, giving the reporter a royal
snow-job.
Mayor Pat Carleton makes no
bones that he’s primarily a PR man.
The ski resort is his baby, his dream
coming true, and he’ll take every bit

of free publicity he can get.
The 60-year-old ex-coffee salesman
is blue-eyed and rosy-cheeked—
Whistler’s Santa Claus. He gives a
run-down of the project while point
ing enthusiastically at the multi
colored blueprint of the townsite on
his office wall.
It’s such a glistening scenario, even
without snow: the original ski moun
tain, Whistler, has been revamped.
Next door, Blackcomb Mountain
has been carved and developed; the
old municipal garbage dump and
gravel pit are gone, and, in their
place, a luxurious Bavarian village is
being set up over acres of under
ground parking. This tourist treat in
the renowned Canadian wilderness is
being made possible through
government and private investments
creeping up to the $300 million mark.

The mayor pulls on his fleece-lined
coat and leads the way out his back
door for “the walking tour.” The new
town is just across a new tree-lined
boulevard, asphalt still steaming.
“People say, ‘I guess you copied
Aspen’ or “I guess you copied Vail’,”
Carleton puffs. “Sure, we went to
Aspen and Vail, but this is going to
be a unique resort.” He stresses
“unique.”
He doesn’t mention, yet, that
fortune-hunting Aspen Skiing Corp.
of Colorado won a hefty share in the
resort development rights, or that a

former Vail manager has been hired
on for similar duties at Whistler.
Carleton hustles up and down the
to w n ’s co b b lesto n ed “ sk i-a p 
proaches,” pointing out a copperwalled bar, a clock tower in the cen
ter of the village, the site for a
300-room hotel. He clambers around
and over tangles of plywood and
mesh wire and mud puddles.
The good-humor man has a word
for every worker he encounters, and
seems to know them all.
He passes a young developer,
scans the backdrop of construction

and does his Freddie Prinze bit—
“Looooking gooood!”
Not everything is looking good,
however. At one end of town, where
the chairlifts to Whistler and Blackcomb begin, is a huge gaping hole, 30
feet deep and more than 100 feet
across.
This is where the ski lodge should
be. But a labor dispute during the
summer put an end to the lodge, at
least until next spring. About
$30,000 was spent digging the hole
and now, about $40,000 will be spent
filling it up for the winter.
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Carleton isn’t worried.
“We’ll work it into next year’s
budget,” he says, ending that topic of
conversation.
The mayor is a happy man. He can
afford to be happy. He runs the
whole show.
As mayor of the Resort Municipal
ity of Whistler, Carleton has a lot of
control over zoning by-laws and,
thus, over developers. As chairman
of the Whistler Village Land Holding
Company, he has a great deal of say
in which developers may buy into the
project and for how much. And he
and his aldermen friends, who also sit
on the board of directors of the land
company, have conjured up the
Whistler Resort Association, a “glor
ified Chamber of Commerce” that
has the power to tax developers for
promotion money.
If all this smells like a conflict of
interest, well, Carleton isn’t running
for cover.
“We don’t like to use words like
‘dictatorship,’” he says, and almost
as an afterthought, adds “the politi
cal influence is good.”
How can the mayor be so noncha
lant? Because he’s been at the center
of Whistler’s development since
1975, and the growing resort has
been the subject of many more con
troversies, from both political and
private arenas.
Plans to build the elaborate ski
town first got off the ground early in
1975 when the New Democratic
Party (NDP), then in B.C.’s legisla
ture, created the Resort Municipality
of Whistler, (the equivalent of creat
ing an official town with an official
town council).
What made the new town unusual
was its status as a resort. The legisla
tion that created this resort town
allowed the NDP to get involved in
Whistler’s local government: All
local laws would require the appro
val of the provincial government,
and the NDP appointed their own
representative to Whistler’s town
council.
1 he provincial government made
sure from the outset that it would
retain some control—it had com
mitted almost $10 million in taxes to
provide the development site with
sewer, water and power.
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In addition, the “official commun
ity plan” (on which zoning was to be
based) would require a ‘signature of
approval’ from a member of the
NDP legislature. This authorization
would ensure the NDP of keeping its
rights to lease development sites, all
of which are on public land.
Carleton’s mass of difficulties
began.
A provincial election late in 1975
brought the Social Credit Party
(Socreds) to power, and this group
had its own plans for Whistler.
“(When the NDP was in) I could
call them up and say ‘I need my pen
cils sharpened’ and they’d do it,”
Carleton says. “The initial attitude of
the Socreds was, ‘Pay for it
yourself.’”
While the new government in Vic
toria was haggling over, and holding
up the project, private opposition
was brewing.
A group of interested developers
had formed the Whistler Develop
ment Association. They were op
posed to the provincial government’s
involvement in the resort and many
had had their own plans for develop
ment quashed.
In order to stir up a little furore,
the group jumped on Whistler’s new
council (including Carleton) early in
1976. The council was getting ready
for a public hearing on its first zoning
by-law (based on the community
plan).
The group claimed that plan had
never been signed and enacted by the
provincial government, and as a
result, the whole council was illegal
and had no jurisdiction to conduct
municipal business.
Today, Carleton looks back on
this event with open disgust.
“The people you mention,” he
says, annoyed, “went to Victoria and
shuffled through some papers and
found that a few i’s weren’t dotted
and a few t’s weren’t crossed. It was a
technicality.”
At the time, Carleton rang up the
provincial government and got the
go-ahead to proceed with the public
hearing. The proper endorsements
for the community plan weren’t
taken care of for six months, but the
development association decided not
to drag the matter into the courts.

Carleton says he hasn’t heard from
the Whistler Development Associ
ation “in years.”
The next shift in the project
occurred late in ’76 when the Socreds
invited bids for the development of
Blackcomb Mountain.
The old NDP plan had proposed
public development of the mountain,
the Socreds invited the private sector
instead, and many observers hoped
the investment would come from
within Canada.
Although the Socreds did study a
bid from an all-Canadian firm, the
winning bid (announced October
1978) went to a consortium of the
Aspen Skiing Corp. (owned by 20th
Century Fox Films) and the Federal
Business Development Bank (a Can
adian crown agency).
The Socreds had recognized
Aspen’s expertise in the ski resort
business but advised the corporation
to join with a Canadian investor—
thus softening the blow of too much
foreign control.
In accepting a government agency
as Aspen’s partner, the Socreds
apparently withdrew their original
philosophy of involving only the pri
vate sector in Whistler’s develop
ment.
The resulting consortium. Fortress
Mountain Resorts Ltd., gets a 40year lease on Blackcomb Mountain
plus a share in the development of the
townsite. The provincial government
gets two per cent of the gross reven
ues of the project.
The company is carving out 350
acres of ski runs and in November of
1980 was completing construction of
four triple chairlifts, a surface teach
ing lift and two mountain restaur
ants. The elaborate program calls for
a $30 million investment over the
next 10 to 15 years.
In 1978, while Fortress dug in on
Blackcomb Mountain and Garibaldi
Lifts Ltd. revamped its set-up on
Whistler Mountain, Carleton and his
council began picking private devel
opers to build on the 38-acre
townsite.
In control of that townsite is the
Whistler Village Land Holding
Company, with the town council as
board of directors and Carleton as
chairman.

The mayor says this company is
“charged with a self-liquidating pro
ject” and adds that his political asso
ciation doesn’t matter because “I
only chair the board, the president
makes the final decisions.”
He admits, though, that “some
people say it’s crazy.”
The land holding company, with
its office just across the street from
the municipal office, has the power to
say who will develop what, and
where. The company also checks
prospective builders for financial sol

vency—the average development
parcel goes for around $5 million.
In essence, the mayor and his
council are in an excellent position to
keep out the undesirables, and do so.
“We don’t want any interference,”
Carleton says, then adds, “Well,
interference may not be the right
word.”
The company has its own stake in
the ski-town and will use money ac
quired by the sale of development
sites to build the base ski lodge and a
year-round recreation center. That

center will be right across the street
from a new 18-hole golf course de
signed by Arnold Palmer. The course
will be used for cross country skiing
in the winter.
After its formation in 1978, the
land holding company decided to
create a promotion agency to sell the
new resort to the world.
In August, 1979, the Social Credit
government passed the Resort Mun
icipality of Whistler Amendment
Act, thus giving birth to the Whistler
Resort Association “to promote.
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facilitate and encourage the develop
ment, maintenance and operation”
of the resort.
This single piece of legislation
caused a political uproar that is still
ringing in the ears of the NDP
opposition.
The resort association, like the
land holding company, has a board
of directors. Two of these directors
are members of the town council. All
townsite developers are required to
join the association, which has the
power to assess charges (read tax) its
members on a scale related to their
investments. Every developer must
join and must pay in order to pro
mote the area as a whole.
Once these ‘taxes’ are collected,
members of the association vote on
how and where the funds will be
spent. But voting rights, too, are
based on each individual’s financial
investment in the resort.
The members have voting rights,
but these, too, are based on each indi
vidual’s financial investment.
The NDP called the association
“dangerous,” “scandalous,” “a pri well-to-do tourists to be “turned off”
vate taxing authority.” Other accu by city limit slums.
sations were slung at the Socreds:
Construction of hotels and houses
“payoffs,” “patronage,” “favorit would remain in or nearby the new
ism.”
townsite. The purpose of the exten
But the legislation passed and the sion, says Carleton, “is so we can say,
resort association is now in full ‘you can’t develop here’.”
swing—assessing charges, paying for
The mayor is “one hundred and
those brochures, and keeping an eye one percent sure it’ll happen.”
on each developer, while working
But meanwhile, the provincial gov
side-by-side with the land holding ernment is getting ready to relocate a
company, and in turn, with the muni whole town of people inside Whist
cipal council.
ler’s proposed new boundary. The
Carleton sees nothing wrong with government has determined that
this set-up, or with the resort associ more than 50 Garibaldi residents are
ation’s power to tax.
in danger of being buried by a land
“Quasi-government?” he asks, “I slide in their current location, and
don’t believe it.”
has effectively condemned the area
Right now, the mayor doesn’t have whole promising to pay for
time to bother with quasi-govern relocation.
ments. He’s embroiled in a brand
Those residents, however, want no
new controversy.
part of Whistler, /^they are relocated
Carleton decided, as much as four in the proposed spot, and if Carleyears ago, that his resort munici ton’s extension goes through, they
pality should be extended. He wants will be paying Whistler prices and
to expand his boundary to prevent Whistler taxes, and may not be able
“strip development” on the outskirts to set up the kind of town they want.
of his ski-town. He wants to prevent
Is the mayor trying to broaden his
those outcroppings of unsightly tax base?
used-car lots and fast-food restaur
“There’s no ulterior motive (in this
ants. He doesn’t want thousands of extension),” he says, and again
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stresses his good intentions.
The provincial government is left
to deal with its pledge to the Gari
baldi folks, and will have to decide on
the Whistler extension as well.
And while those ‘people without a
town’ worry about paying inflated
taxes, the original Whistlerites
(numbering about 600) are already
bearing a tax burden that goes along
with residence in a noveau riche
resort.
Carleton seems to pass off this
problem by saying, “Sure their taxes
are up. But look at their property
value!”
In his opinion, high property value
will help residents put up with high
taxes, and no one will want to move
away.
“This is God’s country!” he
exclaims.
If Carleton and his council and the
land holding company and the resort
association seem to have Whistler
neatly wrapped up, it is because they
have government backing and
enough support from investors to
sweep any opposition under the
carpet.
In fact, the only remaining voice of

Whistler’s mayor, Pat Carleton, proudly points out the
new clock tower condomin
ium.
These ski lifts are fitted with
hydraulic sleeves allowing
them to be raised or lowered
with the snow level.
dissent comes from the anti-estab
lishment monthly newspaper, “The
Whistler Answer.” (The established
weekly is called “The Whistler
Question.”)
Charlie Doyle, part-time editor
and full-time graphic artist, runs the
Answer (a miniature Rolling Stone)
out of his home at Whistler. He says
he’s probably the only opposition
left.
He sees little chance of anyone
breaking up the concentration of
control in the town.
“It’s been such a blatant conflict of
interest for so long, people get used
to it after awhile,” he says.
“Anyway, most of the people up
here have some kind of interest (in
the project),” Doyle says, referring to
politicians and developers.
He adds that some hope may lie in
a few new candidates running for
seats on the town council in a
November 15 election. The mayor,
however, ran unopposed.
“It would be political suicide to
run against Carleton,” Doyle says.
Despite what seems to be a stacked
deck, Doyle continues to hound at
groups like the land holding com
pany and the resort association.
In a recent editorial he called those
silver and white brochures “fiction”
and questioned what would happen
in December when the tourists
arrived to find a partially con
structed, albeit snow-covered, resort
town quite different from the adver
tised version.
Doyle says he approached both the
resort association and the land com
pany about the brochures and “no
one would admit to okaying it.” One
official told him that a certain
amount of speculation was required
in these matters. Doyle prefers to call
it “imagination.”

I
The Answer editor also accuses the
Whistler council of passing “tacky”
zoning laws that have quashed plans
for some of the smaller, local
builders.
Doyle adds that “living here is
atrociously expensive” and that taxes
are “skyrocketing.” He says both fac
tors have already caused some resi
dents to move out.
The Answer, and Doyle, take a

hard line against'many of the resort’s
quirks, but the fact remains—even
the original Whistlerites foresaw a
major development for what once
was the hangout of the “unemployed
ski team.”
The grumblings of a few remaining
dissenters may well be silenced, at
least temporarily, under a blanket of
snow. At Whistler, that magic white
powder is a soother of souls. •
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Keeping
on the
track
BY KEVIN STAUFFER
A single light glows in the distance, ing at a time when a different breed of
working its way through the gray overcast engine ruled the rails.
When Morrison entered the military in
of a Saturday afternoon along the edge of
the early 1950s, great steam engines
Bellingham Bay.
The beacon rides the front of a Burling pounded and churned over the Cascade
ton N orthern F-9, nicknamed the Pass. Upon his return from the service in
“Covered Wagon” for its rounded front 1955, the steam engines were gone.
Aside from computers and the switch to
and body.
“That’s the old 133, and the ‘Fern Turn’ diesel or electric engines, railroading has
must be right behind him,” said Burlington survived through history with few changes.
Northern Agent Don Morrison. He The end of the railroad era is rumored
crouches near track one as 133 makes a periodically, but the consistent pulsing of
10-mile-per-houf roll through the Burling passing engines and cars dispells such
speculation.
ton Northern switch yard.
The lead engine is followed by two more
The engines pass, followed by a parade
diesels, box-like monsters painted in the of cars five minutes long, steel wheels
Burlington green and white. The three sounding a consistent click as they meet a
engines pull with 7,750 combined horse connection point in the rails. Plywood,
power, their thunder vibrating through the stripped logs, Sea-Land truck trailers and
concrete beneath Morrison’s feet.
box cars with hidden loads rattle and clank
Morrison couldn’t tell you exactly where south.
“Someday the railroad might die out as
those cars are going, or what their contents
we know it, but it will just become fancier,”
are.
Morrison said, referring to the computers
But the main computer knows. Sitting
just inside the main, red-brick BN office, a that continue to ease man’s work. The
giant behemoths that rumble outside will
paper printout churns from the computer,
continue to be the mainstay of the railroad.
while punch cards flip from an adjacent
“Walking into a railroad office is like
metal box. Together, they list every car on
the 133, the “Fern Turn,” and the 10 to 12 stepping into the past,” said Jim Kranz,
one of the younger workers in BN’s Bel
trains that roll past each day.
lingham claims office.
“That keeps track of all the engines and
“Railroad is one of the last industries to
cabooses on the BN,” Morrison said,
standing next to the machine that became change,” Kranz continued. “Look around
standard equipment in Bellingham 20 here—we’ve got the same old desks, the
years ago. Before that, agents and opera same old typewriters, the same old
people . . .”
tors listed car information by hand.
“I was waiting till you got to that,” Mor
Morrison remembers those days. His
railroad service spans four decades, start rison said with a smile. •
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Hang on to those comics, kids.
Comic book collecting is no longer a
laughing matter — not to the
serious collector.
BY BRUCE YEAGER
n 1938, deep within a neigh sta rte d valuing the a rt work
boring galaxy, an event took and the stories,” he said. “Then
comic book shops started popping
____ place that was to have last
up and all of a sudden comics were
ing effect on the earth. In June of that
year, on the planet Krypton, Super valuable.”
man was born.
The largest comic book store in the
“Right from the start, Superman Northwest is Golden Age Collecta
has remained the most popular of the bles, located in Seattle’s Pike Place
superheroes,” said Sol Harrison, Market.
president of D.C. Comics, the super
Dyke began collecting, trading
hero’s publisher. “I guess everyone is and selling comics back in 1962 when
looking for a hero. People like hav he was 10 years old. “A neighbor kid
ing someone who always wins. It and I used to sell comics like Fantas
gives you a little escapism.”
tic Four #1 for $3 or $4,” Dyke said.
Harrison has worked for D.C. “Today that same comic goes for
Comics since 1943. “Today we pub about $1,000.”
lish about 30 different comics a
Owner Rod Dyke is currently in
month and our annual sales are the process of making his biggest
approximately $40 million.”
single comic sale ever. On an
Harrison’s comic career dates back installm ent basis, he’s selling
to the 1930s. “I began working as a Superman #1 to a man in Mount
color separator for an early comic Vernon for $5,500. He couldn’t give
magazine called Famous Funnies,’’ the man’s name, however, because
said Harrison in a telephone inter the buyer doesn’t want his wife to
view. “The magazine was nothing find out until the comic is paid for.
more than Sunday newspaper comics
Dyke opened his shop in 1971. At
reduced in size, but it gave me a start that time he had only one small
in the business.”
bookcase of comics. Today he figures
The real fad of comic book collect his comic book stock numbers
ing started in the 1960s, Harrison “something over a quarter million.”
said. “Back in the early ’60s a comic
Within the confines of Dyke’s
book convention was held in New shop, nearly every title of comic can
York City, and it was then people be found. There are Archie Annuals

I

from the 1950s, whose saddle-shoed
teenagers are forever recovering
from adventures in Pops’ Sweet
Shoppe. Or there’s “Alley Oop” for
those who like their action hero in the
prehistoric mode.
And Superman comics can be
found from the pre-Concorde days
when to be “faster than a speeding
bullet” was really saying something.
While the superheroes continue to
be the biggest sellers. Dyke’s main
interest is in comics drawn by Carl
Barks, who created such features as
Donald Duck and Uncle Scrooge.
Last year he parted with his personal
collection of “ducks” after receiving
an offer he couldn’t refuse. The price
for the 500 comic collection—
$26,000.
“I imagine in Bellingham alone
there are at least 150 serious comic
collectors,” said R.A. Mezoff, owner
of a Bellingham second hand book
shop and used comic book store.
“People collect for different reasons.
Some people like the stories, others
like the art work and some are just
hardcore collectors. I get everything
from 11-year-old kids, who buy new
comics for reading pleasure, to 40year-old collectors who buy strictly
for economic investments.” •
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BY EDD O’DONNELL

I

t’s as much a symbol of
America as Old Glory, John

______[Wayne or hotdogs. It’s the latest
bit of U.S. culture to become hip in the
hotbeds of pop culture. Stetson, Resistol
and Bailey have taken their place in the
pages of Women’s Wear Daily. Unfortu
nately, most proud new cowboy hat
owners would be laughed right out of any
Montana beer joint.
My old ranching mentor, R.C. Coast,
used to say, “Sheep, sugar beets and
dudes are ruining the West.” Now, it
seems, dudes are ruining the western
mark of a man: the cowboy hat.
For instance, this guy shopped around
until he found the right hat for him. It
was an oversized brown straw with an
ostrich plume shooting straight up out of
the multi-colored feather band. He
plopped it on his head and strutted out
the door. Doubtless, he fancied himself
the image of a psychedelic Charlie
Daniels. But in his Calvin Klein jeans
and white boots with the Incite heels, he
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looked more like an out-of-place Oak
land pimp.
Another dude once approached R.C.
wearing a cheap straw with a weave big
enough to strain soup and asked R.C.
how he liked his new hat. “I wouldn’t get
it wet,” the old man replied without a
trace of a smile.
Like almost everything else in the
West, there is a code for wearing the
cowboy hat. There are certain rolls of the
brim that signify age, occupation, longev
ity of the hat and the disposition of the
wearer.
Here are the basics of wearing the
cowboy hat. These rules will pre-empt
sniggering from those who know or pre
vent wholesale abuse from some cowperson who has busted five ribs, a leg and an
arm to earn the right to wear one.
A hat should fit snugly but not tightly.
With wear the item will stretch. If it is
too loose to begin with it will fall off
every time you tilt your head back to
suck a brew or will fly across the room
while you’re dancing a wild schottische.
A good hat can be stretched at a western

store upon purchase.
Choosing the crown style is critical and
should be done with the aid of a party
not emotionally involved with your
image of yourself. Crown designs—
particularly the height of the crown—say
much about the self-awareness of the
owner. The general rule is the bigger the
man, the bigger the hat.
Every hat has a brim roll that general
ly goes with the style of hat. A plainsman
style straw will not take a bullrider roll
and come off looking anything but fool
ish. Again, consultation with an uninter
ested party can save you from acquiring
the wrong image, or even worse, coming
out looking like an old Ronald Reagan
movie.
Any straw hat that costs less than $15
was made by a cowboy in Taiwan riding
a rickety weaving machine. Any beaver
hat costing less than $35 is crap and will
curl up like cold toes in the first wet
weather.
Ornamentation on any work hat out
side of a feather protruding from the
band at a vertical angle towards the rear

of the hat is verboten. The allowed
feather must be pheasant, goose or from
a predatory bird. Hat bands are allowed
on dress hats but are limited to braiding,
Indian weave or straight leather. Snakehide bands, concho belts and those fea
thered tiaras are reserved for cosmic
cowboys, would-be redneck bands and
gay Caballeros.
Once the hat is placed on the head and
the wearer appears in public it is not
removed for any reason other than fun
erals, national anthems and greeting
ladies over 60 years of age. It remains on
while dancing, drinking, eating, riding,
fighting and lying. It is removed when the
wearer reaches the privacy of home.
The hat must never be laid on its brim.
It will lose its shape. Set the hat on a
rack or, if on a flat surface, upside down
on its crown. It is brushed, not wiped,
and light sandpaper will remove blem
ishes such as chicken-fried steak gravy or
extract of snuff.
My friend asked me why I don’t wear
my cowboy hats anymore. Simple. It’s
annoying when people think I’m a truck
driver. •

The great pink hope
of the bubble makers
BY ERIC HOOKHAM
To discriminating bubble gum card
collectors today, the words of Pat
Benatar and The Knack are more desira
ble than the dry RBIs and ERAs of base
ball players. With this idea in mind, ChuBops has become the great pink hope of
the bubble gum card industry.
The only company so far in the bubble
gum-pop star alliance is Amurol Chemi
cal Products, who eschew statistics for
lyrics. Included with a three-inch square
album cover of a top recording artist are
the words to the album’s hit single and a
round, quarter-ounce piece of gum— the
“album.”
So far the company has sold 24 million
“albums.” “We can’t keep up with the
demand,” said Dean Kasai, product
manager for Amurol. “We definitely
think this is more than just a two- or
three-year fad.”
Amurol also makes Blammo bubble
gum and Big League Chew—a pouchful
of the equivalent of 25 sticks of shredded
gum.
Chu-Bops are marketed in series of
eight recording artists. The first series
featured Pat Benatar’s “In the Heat of
the Night,” The Knack’s “Get the
Knack,” and Billy Joel’s “Glass Houses,”
among others.
Peter Navraumont of the company
that markets Chu-Bops thinks the reason
for the success of the miniature albums is
simple: “People like the record Jacket
art.”

“It’s an obvious idea, and so simpleminded. What is amazing is a think fac
tory in Chicago had to be the ones who
came up with the idea,” he said.
Kasai of Amurol, meanwhile, said
developing the idea was not so easy. A
major hurdle in mixing bubble gum with
music was gaining permission to use
album cover art. Now on the Chu-Bops
label are Chrysalis, Atlantic, CBS and
Island recording companies. Negotiations
currently are underway to sign RCA and
Arista.
Royalties are paid to performers and
recording companies, Kasai said. The
artist receives approximately five percent
of profits, and the corporation gets half
that amount.
He said Chu-Bops could be placed on
the market almost as fast as the recording
companies could market the albums, but
plans are to release a new set of “records”
every two months.
Locally, Mother’s Record Shead and
Budget Tapes and Records sell the pink
platters. Allan, a salesman for Mother’s,
said the album facsimilies are bought “on
pure impulse.”
“It’s fairly good gum. You only have to
chew one stick, er . . . record, at a time.”
Bob Wright of Budget said high school
students are the big buyers, and Pat
Benatar is the hottest recording artist for
the bubble gum card set. Or, as Pat
Benatar might put it, she’s a bubblebreaker, bubble maker, bubble taker,
bubble-breaker . . . (repeat chorus). •

She thinks of him
and so she dresses in black
and though he’ll never come back
she thinks of him.
Baby’s in Black
John Lennon / Paul McCartney
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